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Perhaps you have read them, but it doesn't
matter.    At two o'clock, to-day, Thursday.

XXXIX.

PARIS, Sunday, January 16, 1843.
I REGRET having insisted so much to
make you come out in this frightful rain.
It seldom happens that I sacrifice others to
myself, and when it does happen I am as full
of remorse as possible. Well, you are not ill
and you are not angry; that is the most
important consideration, A little misfortune
comes from time to time in order to turn
out a big one* It seems to me that we were
sad, although happy enough in the depths
of our hearts. There are intimate joys
which may not be expressed. I desire that
you should have felt some of the sentiments
which impressed me. Good-night.

XL.

Sunday night, January, 1843,
I WAS not tired, and yet when I looked at
the map of our peregrinations, I see that wein advance in order that I should
